274               TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
For a while I had seen greatness. For a short while
I had walked with the British Empire in the valley of
the shadow of death.
I had watched a New Nation burst its way out, as
in a volcanic eruption, through the ashes and ruins of
the Ottoman Empire, hurl aside its enemies who clung
clogging round it as restraining as cold lava, and then
in a flame of white enthusiasm set out to seek its own
destiny. Whether it carried merely destruction, or might
fashion itself into something clean and good, I could
not see.
The train drew out. I left behind me all this new
life struggling in the chaos of creation. I left behind
me much that had made good dreaming; and so came
once more to Europe and to face other adventures.